your eyes . . . walk round the table, making sure to
go into ecstasies over the daily stint of work, push
aside the family arm-chair which is for the dead-beat
to rest in, and open the door."

The familiar tone in which this menacing old maid
addressed him, the honeyed voice dripping from her
lips without a break, sickened Franfois.

"I have already told you, mademoiselle, that I do
not wish to know."

"From the moment you came into this house you
were one of the family. We are all members of the
same family. You cannot turn aside from what I have
told you. You must assume responsibility, as we have
done, and for the same reason."

"Mademoiselle, I am very tired. Will you be so
kind as to let me sleep?"

"Sleep? Why did you come here? I will tell you.
Either you were planning some evil deed, or you took
refuge in this house for reasons which you dare not
give. Am I right?"
"No."

Fever once more showed in Fransois's cheeks,
making them blaze. There was a pain in his chest as
though it showed a gaping wound. If only she would
leave me alone!

"Come now, you must believe me. You are no
casual passer-by. You were expected."
"Who was expecting me?"

"I. I was expecting somebody. One cannot keep a
secret all one's days, making of it one's only object
in. life, clenching one's teeth to keep the fatal word
from escaping."
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